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By FRANK CONDON

E me how long Hermony Childs,

Omar Gill and I have been
tzaged up together, and whenever
that query arises it makes me think
again of dear old Joseph City. It|
svas in that quaint little one-horse |
town that we two first laid unsus- |
pRCYNE eyes upon the form and per-
on of Harmony Childs.

It happened so many years ago
that I prefer not to go into the vital |
statistics. We were all very much
yvounger than we are now, although
ot a bit poorer, showing you that
a life of lively and indiseriminate |
crime is more or less a mistake if
+ man aims to die rich. Joseph City
#+as, and still remains, one of those
Jab-sided Western towns, with two
iraing  daily, three thousand in-
mates, and a scandal in the choir of |
the Secand Baptist Chureh.

£ -4
l REMEMBER that Omar Gill |

and I were (:omt_ml‘ath‘o}y new |
friends at the time, bound together
by ties of poverty and n couple of |
voving dizpositions, and we denI
harked ‘eme sultvy afterncon in
Joseph City from the exireme tear
und of what the Englizh jocularly |
all a goods train. We departed
from our particular goods train
sbout four impulsive leaps ahead of |
an irate brakeman armed with a
onpling pin and betraving brisk |
ramiliagrity with its use,

Thersupon we discovered that we
id landed in the midst of Joseph
City, and after investigation we took
. #mall bungalow in the outskirts. |
It was not difficult to take this mod-
vst home, beecause one else
cemed to be using it at the time. |
We moved in quietly through a rear |
window and prepared to enjoy what i
calm the future might hold. !

Omayr immediately began to dis-|
play unsuspected gifts with refer-
unee to groceries, fancy provisions
and all forms of edible human food.
At dusk he would saunter forth into |
Joseph City, armed with nothing but
. pleasant manner, and veturn later
to our bungalow, very red and|
breathless, but with his arms full of
canned corn, dried beef, Irish pota-
toes and migeellaneous sundries.

For a week everything was lovely,
and then we met Eli Purman., T
<hall never forget Eli, and m‘ithpri
will Omar. He was a red-faced |
nan, with a rolling countenance, the
chin of which formed the letter “m” |
a5 written out by schoolgirls strug- |

; zling with the round-hand ﬁystem.l
and he owned and operated the |
Joseph City Hotel, f

In an unguarded wmoment Elil
waxed friemtlly and invited ug tol
walk into his sanitary bar and hm’e‘
at least one. From that moment the |
hotel was our club. i

In those fortuitous days it was
Omar's totally unfounded but in-
curable conviction that he could
sing tenor. There is no hallucina-

i
110 |

tion in the human breast harder t{)!.\:mi as stronp

cradieate than the firm belief that
one can sing fenor, and for years
Omar Gill had freely used up good
\merican atmosphere in attempting

» prove out his theory.

Of an evening at the hotel, sur-
veunded by a cheerful group, he
uften raised his voice in song, and
the customers applauded and bought
fur both of us. There iz no audi-
e, of course, less captious or
more warmly enthusiastic than a
small group of adult males standing
ulong the moist side of a bar and
listening to a fellpw biped in the

ctrof song.

Among our admirers none was
wore outspoken than Eli Parman.
e actually beliecved that Omar
could sing and that 1 was h racon-
tear with a great future. When we
nrrived one evening earlier than
usnal El greeted us somewhat ox-
vitedly.

L.

»i i

o.TIIICRF:'S a man looking for
voeu, Omar,” he announced.
“‘He's coming in later.”

“A man looking for me,” Omar
repeated, and we planced at each
other sharply. I thought of the
bungalow and the groceries, and of
the last town wherein we had re-

sided, und from which we had de-|

parted late at night and under full
speed. Any man looking for us in

those days usually wore n small| % ¥efined vaudeville acts, with in.|And Mr. Coates learned that the

{ terpolations by Mr. Childs himself, [ Was only one way to accompan
]

metal ernament on his vest.

“He was in here a while ago,” Eli
continued, overlooking our alarm.|
“*Nice-seeming man, too. He's look-|
nir for a singer.”

“What's his name?'" T asked, still
aldly suspicious.

“Professor Hormony Childs,” re-
plied Eli, and that was the first
time in my life I ever heard of the
venias who was to ally himsalf with |
us and guide our destinies for u'z];
these checkered years.

“"He's got gsome kind of a show,”
our host explained. “You may make
some money, so you'd better see
him.” |

We lingered with Eli and decided |
that any one named Professor War-
mony Childs, owner of a road show, |
would scarcely be hunting for us on
Tega! matters, and. in about fifteen |

L4
VERY so0 often somebody asks

\ fegsor Childs came in.

{ come man, dressed quietly like a no- || the same time.

| glistened like a scul,
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eluded, and Joseph City stumbled|then on fo refuse fo buy a single | his troop. It was learned in N0 tix
:| out into tha darkness, trying to de- |

‘Stron

- Hlustrated by

{cide just exactly what kind of a

lunatie H, Ch

O T

1

ilds might be.

N Tuesday evening the erawd was
o block long and it bhroke down

-J' part of the Opera House before they |

could zot the doors open. So far as

the performance was concerned, 16|
wag identical with that of Monday

night. Harmony appearcd before

and after each act, and this time he |

i began by selling half a dozen five-
{cent cigars for $2 each. Then he
, branched out. HHe plucked a hair
| from his raven locks and held it be-
| tween his fingers, The audience
{watched him dumbly, and had he

| announced that he was about to hang |
|

Tl 1’{ IS life was saved only ’
|| because that many can't
Then, as now, he was a tall, hand- || 207k on such a small man at

minutes the door opened and Pro-

tary publie, self-possessed, aml!'_ X ) ==
owner ‘of a magnetic personality, | ?{mt thirty was mine, we having Sk |
He was, and is, one of the most per- | ironclad agreement to split all loot
suasive talkers on the face of the |lft-fifty. On one of ithese visits |
S | " - " e |
earth, with a fine booming voice and | ll_dzmons for;ed 0“‘13" :'01\ rcrr;ox lt |
a system of careless gestures, |18 @aab S0 he ocould fake chest

On this fateful oceasion he wore ,'I HOLm'dmgs SnG(cxaniine, tho M“ti
a light canc and a plug hat that |Ma8s torso. ’ '
He mnodded| “I dc{n’t get: this bird at all,” Omar
genially to Eli Purman and came : complained later to me. “You'd
over. | think he was hiring a lumberjack in-

“Here you are, My, Childs,” said (| 5tead of a tenor singer. What for
Eli. “This i the Omar Gill T spoke | does he want to stand ma up and
about.” listen to my heart?"!

“This is George,” Wi continued, ! “Why don’t you ask him?"
noddmg_carr‘lnssiy toward me. “Mee! | “T did ask him, and he told me he
Mr. "-'h'”f'-»"*-' ) always likes to know that his tenors

We shook hands with the Stranl- | are strong, husky gents,"
ger, after which he invited all'pres. | That was all Harmony over ex-
;Ezqz?i step up and hook one as 1! plained. He selected six songs for

| Omar, and they were all relinble
“Mr. Purman tells me you sing | : 9 g

: [ veterans in the world of melody. |
tenor,” Har 3 ar. : . 2
frn;; iwi':‘:TTw} ‘_“El';d ‘-‘OLF’mdr.— and | He explained that they had always !
sex th I J; . H“” continue to re- | gone fairly well, down to and in-|
fer t ¢ Harmony, because it | cluding “Home, Sweet Home" and |
180t natural to call him Mr. Childs, | “The A I’ sl |
! ngel’s Prayer. {
I have called him a lot of things in | “You'll onl L
my time, but never Mr. Childe, o ou 1““'\. i}:n\"r.‘ ]to sing “.m oy
Y i i * £} )‘_ » o ' .
1_ am only a fair singer,” Omar | “l;r‘t L.’lltl m;,\ F. . e ftold Omar.
replied with that bogus modest - !}h'! --|I 01'11‘ ,1(1 COMES '1{ the o_mi .uf the
servable in all tenor singers. “I| show, _an‘t t.lm audlonui will be g
wouldn't ¢all myself a wonder.” | ting zeady to go home, |
.:. . : S50 Omar learned his six songs and |
“G.ﬂ f).N, ging for My, Childs,” |
Eli urged, and Harmony |

sang them for Harmony until i'he!
new hoss indicated his tenor was |
sr.uilm? .encnuragrinn'l_n’, Omar backed | 2—?]\;;(5 }112001:11:(1 g}?;v a?::? ,;1?:]{3;:: !]1:, |
himseif over against the free lunch | City in. tHe day conchL "v"li \.\"(’]m
and took a long breath. down' to the railroad to meet the
| troopers, and there we encountered
| Kearney’s Trained Dogs, Hiller and |
“I'm | Hiller, magicians of the air, and the |
all 1| Burcelona Bear Cat, |
The artists climbed down wearily |
from the last car of the Joseph City
 “Cannon Ball,” which was partly a |
| freight train, and shook hands with |
their employer.

They were introduced to me and
at  Omar | Omar, and I noticed that they re-|
cal stare T have come  garded the little man with what |
well in later vears. “Arve | seemed to be a certain sad sym-|

as you look, Mr, | pathy, coupled with the usnual pro-|
fessional seorn, |

“Ah!" said the Barcelona Bear|
Cat, mournfully smiling upon Omar. |
“Another tenor. 1 hope vou ave in
good health, My, Gill."” '

Omar replied that his health was
perfect, but T could see him won-
derving,

The Barcelona Bear Cat was a
Spanizh dancer and fandango expert,
billed 'as Conchita Rosavio. Aetu-
| ally she glanced up from her corned

beef and cabbage when hailed as
Gertie Quinn, which was her right

et-

£

“Fine,” said the profeéssor, when
the noises' ended, and making ouf
he was about to buy again.
going to hire you. That’s
need to hear.”

“I knew you would the minute
you heard him sing,” Eli said heart-
ily. “Omar has the kind of a voice
that mighty few people appreciate.”

“I ean tell that,” Harmony re- |
marked, looking apgain
with that eriti
| to know so

| Gillg”
[ “Strong?" Omar murintired.,

| “I mean, have you a rugeed con-
[stitution?  You see, you're not a
large man. Nobody would eall vou |
\a large man, Mr, Gill.”

“I know they wouldn’t," Omayr,
replied, “but I'm strong enough. 1
used to drive a truck in Fresne,
|Can a man pursue vinegar barrels
{up the back end of a dray without
being strong?”

“He looks strong and wiry,” Har-
mony continued, feeling of Omar's
shoulder blades and speaking to E naine, just as Oil City, Pa., was her
Eli. “Still, you can't he certain,” | right home, and not Barcelona.

“I tell you I am stropg,” Omar | Hiller and Hiller were a couple of
retorted in some heat. *Do T have | 8ntiquated trapeze artists. They
to sing while carrying a horse? | were unusually large persons to be
| What's singing for your show got | Whizzing through the air, and when
ito do with how strong I am?" : I knew them first I was always

“Would you be willing to stapt|2fraid the trapeze would break,
for $30 a week?"” Harmony in- | Later on I was afraid it wouldn't.
{quired, and at this point I kicked| earney’s Trained Dogs consisted
[(hnm‘ swiftly to indicate that such|9f Kearney and four fox terriers, |
!wns undoubtedly the case, iand [ discovered that nobody in that
[ Omar nodded. “Of course,” he|aCt Was ever sober, exce
{said, “I wouldn’t want to sing long ] : ;

[ for $30 a week.” OWARD the end of the week
| “Yon won't,”” said Havmony, | Omar signed up a truce with a
{ Then he sat himself on a table and | local celebrity named Bert Coates,
| explained at length, ‘iwho played the Opera House piano
| He stated that he was the sole | When not engaged at his regular |
jowner of Professor Childs's Mam- | trade, which was coopering. Omar |
{moth Road Show, which consisted | and Bert came to an understanding |
re |
y Mr, |
usually of a light and amusing char- i Gill on a pianoforte. You gave
acter. The show was coming frnm..'(]ma" about half a block start and |
the Kast, and was to open for a!tht_?u .{ollowmi_ him, making as little
week’s performance at the Joseph |70lse &S possible, : -
City Opera House on the following| 1he Road Show was strictly an |
Monday evening. |entertainment without the usual fees.

“And my regular tenor is tempo- | Harmony poste(} up red bills all over
rarily ineligible,” Harmony reul tf\\?n, announcing that the Great
marked ecasually, “so if 1 failed to th!d_s ‘Rmd Show’would begin en-
engage you, Mr. Gill, that spot on tz:l']t:g:;;g t?: dpl‘l:jii::!;nc;}::ii\iﬂ‘niﬁy
g A SR " ¥ e lor
my Pmmm‘“oulfl remain \:cnnt-- , one week, there being no charge for
| any seat in the house,
| The man who owned the Opera
House looked at these announce-
ments in alarm and then collected
his weck's rent in advance. ¥ didn’t
blame him,

“There is what you call a huneh,”
I gaid to Omar, referring to the col-
lection in advance. “You dash down
and get our 250, fihave a feeling

[

pt the dogs,
[ H L]

- W

|
|
|
|

HE same night Harmony moved
his trunks into the hote! and
surrounded himself with the tran-
sient Juxuries of Joseph City. ' At
intervals Omar and I visited Him in
his rooms, and Omar rehearsed hi.Bt
coming melodic debauch. I sat in
the corner and appeared to be
Omar's manager, beeanse half of

»

¢ Man

Lalesir

cigar, thus leaving the plain dupes
of Jogeph City to go on to their own
destruetion.

On Thuarsday night the professor
was confronted by his very larpest
andience, and every human being
thera present had money in his
pecket. which he intended to doukle
before retiving for the night.

The air in the Opera House was
| elactrically charged Harmony was
in fine fettle, When he started sell-
{ing the Fl Cabbajo cigars, all he
had to do was to open the box,

“Is therg any liberal-minded eiti-
zen within sound of my voice will-
ing to pay me §15 for a five-cent
cigar?” he asked, and in the rusgh
that followed strong men were

~ Imowed down and seats strained at

their moorings. He digposed of
cigars with both hands, and then
retired smilingly to make way for
the Barcelona Bear Cat.

After that he reappeared and sold

G)

that the time for us to annex that |
thirty is vight now.”

Omar trigd weel's pay, |
but  without conspicuous success |
Harmony simply backed him into « |
corner of the hotel bar and informed

for his

'him that artists in his company

wete never paid in advance,

ON THAT famcus opening Mon-
day night one of the larges
crowds ever seen in Joseph City
gathered before the Opera House.
The performance begnn with a piano
golo at the hands of young Bert
Coates, Bert being the entire orches-
tra. Bert was an earnest, well
meaning piano player and in need of
a haireut, which was his closest yo-
semblance to Ignace Jan Paderewski.
Then Professor Childs walked
out in front of the curtain and be
gan to hypnotize those simple souls,
It was a friendly little speech, in
which he hoped that one and all
would enjoy themselves, and he men-
tioned the lack of admission fees.
“You wonder what 1 have up rmy |
sleeve?” he asked smiling genially
down upon ug. “You are puzzled by
this free entertainment, and no
wonder. 1 shall soon ghow wou, be-
cause we are all grown-up, sensible
people, and you know very well that
I cannot afford to rent this fine the-
ater, pay for the various acts which
you are nbout to behold and thus
lavishly entertain you for nothing. |
Whatever we get in this world we
pay for in some way, and I assure

| vou with great frankness that you

ave going to pay me for this ex-
cellent performance before the week
is out, although there will be no
admission charge on any ecvening
up to and including the final per-
formanee on Saturday night, I
thank you for this noble turnout, |
and would say on behalf of myself

land company that we will do our

best to please you, If you will now
wateh the curtain rize you will ob-

| serve Kearney's Trained Dogs, the

mest intelligent animal act ever
offered the publie.”

Then Kearney came on with his
dogs, It was a fair act, and when
the curtain descended Professor
Childs again strolled into view and
picked up his remarks. 4

He continued in a jocular vein, |
calling attention to various ecivie |
affairs and keeping his hearera in |
high good humor, and as he ramblad |
on I saw very plainly that this Har-
mony Childs was a gifted cuss in the
use of words and parts of speech.

“Thig is supposed to be a mighty
smart littla town,” he remarked
after he had warmed up a hit, and
as he spoke he opened a box of
cigars and placed it on a small table
beside him. “In all such towns there
i usually a certain reckless spirit of
adventure if you can only stir it up.
I propose to so stir it. I have here o |
box of a well known brand of cigars
that sell for five cents each, I sup-
pose you could call this a fair five-
cent cigar, Is there any man in the
audience with enough sporting blood
in him to pay me $1 for one of these |
five-cent cigars?”

He lifted the vegetabls product |
from the box and held it up. He

turned it gently between his fingers,
like a schootmaster showing his elass |

1

! JWHEN T opéned my eyes o

gomething. There was an aston-
ished silence around me.

“AL the hotel,”
ued cheerfully, “some one told me
that this was a liveewire town and
always ready to take a chanee.
1=

shall

S,

present willing to huy o cheap nickel |

@,’Ini‘ for the sum of &1
Anodher

sitenee Tollowed, and then

a hesitating voleo was raised at the

hack of the house.

“ARY sald Harmony., “Thers is_J

at least one spert in Joseph City.
Will the wentleman walk down to the
stage and show himself?”

The gentleman would and did. He |

was o tall, raw-honed individual
[with an epen  countenance, partly
concealed by all of that week’s

whiskers.

“You are who
wishes to pay me 51 for a five-cent
cigar??

The
sheppishly.
hill,

handed him the smoke.

a the poentlaman
Harmony asked.
man nodded and
He held up his dollar
Havmony veceived it “and

“Examine it carefully and don't
lose it,” the professor advised him.
“You can't tell but what I may want
that particular eigar again’”

The huyer pocketed his cigar and
refurned to his seat.

Harmony resumed his lecture and
presently introdueced ths Barcelona
Bear Cat in her passionate dances
of the Southland. Following her
det Harmony came on apain, and
I then 2aw that lie was veally the
show, and the others were trim-
mings,
the singing act which wound up the
regular performance, and the less
said dbout Omar the better,

Harmony Childs wound up the
evening's festivities, He appeared
just as Omar sidled off, and he de-
manded to know, before sending us
ail home, whether the man whe had
Lought the cigar was still present.
Ho was.

“Come down here in front,” Har-
mony orderad, and the whiskered
citizen stumbled down the aisle,

“Have you still ot that cigar yon
hought of me?” Harmony asked.

“Yes, sir,” said the fellow;

“You bought it from me, didn’t
vou? It was a straight out-and-out
sale, wasn't it?”

“Sure,” grinned the purehaser,

“AlL right” Harmony continued,
“Now I'd I'ke to btuy it back from
you. Vil pay you two dollars for
15,1

The mar gulped audibly, handed
the cigar to Harmony and took the
two dollars. Every one present ob-
served the tranzaction, and the won-
der grew. Harmony then bade his

| audience good night and urged them

to come aersin and bring their
friends.

“Remember—it's a frea show,
cvery night this week,” he eon.

Omar sowme mille through o tube.
sadder spectaecl

Harmony contin-|

We |
thero any gentleman !

grinned |

Finally Omar’s turn came,

sweet-faced nu
I Lave never seei a

[ himself with ithe said hair there
would have been no astonishment.
“Thig is a hair from my own
head,” he smiled, “T value this haiy
i highlv. Were I to sell it I sheuld
ask %5, and I would tie a kool in it
to that T wounld be able to recoonize
it again. 1 wonder—I really won-
der if there is a sport in thiz audi-
ence who would risk paving me five
large dollars for this knotted hair?”
Waga there such a sport? There
Was a marching army of auch sports.
Twelve hurried gentlemen started
for the stape, reaching into twelve
| pockete, Harmony sold his hair and
the vaudeville show continued.
Befora the performance was over
Harmony had gold that delighted
gathering inconsiderable triflos of
all sorts. He wrenched a small bu‘-
ton from his shirt and disposed of .t
for 86, At the end of the show ho
repurchased it for $12. He took a
toothpick from his vest, marksd it
and retailed it for 4. Then he re-
sumed cigar selling, and his main
| trouble was not in making cales, but
in keeping the mob within restraint.
About 10 e'clock Omar stumbled

tenor songs, but the crowd was im-
patient and told him harshly to stop
singing and get off that stare, which
he did, looking very downtrodden
and unhappy. Then Harmony surged
forth and bought back everything he
had sold. Tt must have cost him
many fine dollars, but he did it with
a pleased expression, as though
nothing in the world could make him
happier,
EXT day the word

throngh  Joseph ity
throughout the entire county that a
maniae of a most unusval and de-

spread

at the Opera House,

That night the voters tore wear-
ing apparel and bruised each other
trying to crowd inside. For miles
around they drove into town,
hitched, and hurried to the Opera
House, And the prices received by
Harmony for cigars and toothpicks
were more ridiculous than ever.

As Harmony said, every town has
its bunch of gay blades, who wear
mail order shoes and know about
what's doing in New York, In
Joseph City the village sports made
their headquarters in Kitter's Cigar
and Pool Parlors. It was the group
of mental leaders that decided they
could see through the gama Profes-
gor Childs was playine and make a
material profit by so seeing.

They concluded that Harmony
would continue to sell assorted
trifles until he reached the psycho-

rae was feeding

onito the stage and sang his two |

and |

sirable character was holding forth |

handful of toothpicks at prices

| which would have made the Lumber|

| Trust: moan in its sleep Before
[the evening's program was
under way, Harmony Childs had
personal possession of most of the
loose change in Joseph City and
environs, and the audience was git-
Ling back with bated breath. stirring
| nevvously, and wailing sanxiously
| for the performance to come to an
end. All looked forward to Omar
Gill, so that they could be quickly
{rid of him and get to the pay ear.

I have never seen such a tense-
lnoking, quiet-breathing erowd of
~mortals in one room as that au-
dience of Joseph City investors.

Presently Omar Gill, the untamed
tenor, wallked out to do his share
in entertaining that wvast throng,
Omar had definite orders each night.
His instructions were to start sing-
ing and to keep on singing unti)
the professor ordered him to cease
and retire, He couldn’t go wrong.

Ie had six songs in his repertoire,
but =6 far he had never reached the
third one, Likewise, his singing was
|always totally independent of ap-
proval or applause from the audi-
ence. He merely finished one song,
| looked at Bert Coates and began an-
other.

But on Thursday evening it was
plain to see that Joseph City was
|thinking of other things than Omar's
tenor voice. What those serious-
{ faced people watched for and wanted
| was the final appearance of Har-
| mony Childs, with his pockets full
| of money and the usual 100 ner cent
_]prnﬁt. And I fipured that
{if he did buy all that junk back it
would take enough money to dam up

{the Grand Canyon of the Colorado |

{for two seasons,

FPROM my quiet rear seat I locked

at Omar, with his chin up in the
| air, and wondered for his future,
After his third song the audience
began very plainly to show signs of
impatience, and at the beginning of
the fourth song persons rose to their
feet and told him thal now was the
time for him to quit making that
| voise and be gone, Some cne in the
| gallery tossed a program at Omar,
{and he could toss it, because it was

! wrapped around a beet,

In his fifth son Omar was sweat-
ling. and the audience was rising to
[ its feet with the vague notion that
-i the time had now arrived when some-
| thing must be done,

With Omar clawing at some exira
high notes, the audience seemed to
perceive the dastardly plot all in an
instant., Those who were not on
| their feet gritted their teeth and
rose up, fecling that if murder must
be done it must e done thoroughly.

]
|

well |

logical moment. affer which he | Citizena shouted for Harmony Childs
would decline to repurchase for the I to step forth like a man and show
usual 100 per cent advance, or for|nimself. He failed to do so. Omar
any advance whatever. The ques-|Was still singing, but there was no
tion was, at what moment in the NBA exCeDy that made by Joseph
week's program would this satura- | G

tion point arrive? The smart Alex-| I saw the coming storm. The
anders of Kitter's Pool Rooms de- | poolroom slickers led the rueh, be-
cided that it might oceur on Satur-| cause it was the last night they had
day night, which was the final per-|intended to invest, and In two min-
formance, er even on Friday night. | utes the audience Lad left its usual
What they purposed was to outwit|habitat and had climbed on the
Harmony by investing heavily up to ! stage, where it wandeved about un-
the last profitable moment and 1'1~omi:-:mil;; hunting for Mr. Childs and;

at all that the Childs Read Shos
including the Barcelona Begy Cq:
Kearney and dogs, Hiller ang Eille,
and the professor himself, had @lllel
somewhere else, and that the
singer was practically all that wge
left,

The scene that follows
beggars description,
and burles the body. Two gy,
persons attempted to appy
Omar at the same instant, and ki
life was only saved hecauss that
many can't work on such g
man at the same time, 1 shoulders;
my way toward him and g |
black object seermed to fall on e,
That is all I remember.

©

not only
but mnrdﬁm it

= - & :
‘HERE 18 a nice hospital in Tem.
pleton, the next town dowy the
railroad from Joseph City, gnd be.
cause there are no accemmodations
for wounded in Joseph City wp Were
removed. When I opened my eyes ¢
sweet-faced nurse was feeding Otngr
some warm milk through a tube, |
| have never seen a sadder #tectach
| than Omar Gill was on that sunyy
| morning with the sun atrn.aming :
! on his bandages. )
He hgd returned to Consciousges:
| ahead of me, and the very first thine
he said referred to financial mgttes
“George,” he
i $30 we mnever

said wanly, “theps
will lay eyes on,
| Never in this world. Yen Wepe
| right, George. I ought to have gt
{that in advance.”
,  “Huh" T laughed harshly, Yani
| we said Harmony Childs was cragy,
| At least you did. The trouble wit,
{you and me, we're too sane altg.
{ gether,”
: “And,” said Omar, mouning soft.
|1y, “now I know why he was &
| darned particular about ne beinga
strong man with no heart diseas
| and such. Now I do know.”
| “Sure” I said. “He caid his st
| singer was ineligible. He's lucky he
iain‘t interred, too.”
Naturally, the whole thing wat
easy to see from u couple of soft
pillows in the Templeton Hospital
It oppears that Harmony and his
road show had quietly sneaked gt
of Joseph City during the most in-
teresting part of the performance,
They embarked en tha 10:40 trah
lgoing north, with Omar singing
them to" safety, like old Horatio at
[ the bridge.
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WE WERE in the Templeton Hos

pital for going on two weeks,
recovering slowly from wounds
,ebrasions and sprains. Omar hsd
| two ribs that healed rather slowly.
Toward the end of the second week
the door opened and a smiling gentle.
man entered, It was Harmon
Childe.

“"Well, well,” he said in the boom-
ing voice that always distinguishel
him. “They laid you out, did they!
I rather thought they would.”

Omar laid down his book. “Kill
him, George,” he said. “Co on, kil
him. You're up, and I':. w5 any
ytoo well,”

! “Harken to me,” Harmony said,
| 6till smiling and holding up hir
hand., “I'm your friend.”

“George,” said Omar in the same
low tone, “ale we going to let this
man get away alive?”

“I like you, too,” Harmony per
[sisted. “I've taken & real fancy to
3ou; that's why I came back her,
where, I might add, I linger at spme
personal risk.”

“George,” said Omar, “you'll find
a gun in the hureau.”

“My company,” continued Har
mony, “is now disbanded and of 10
further use. It likewlise is in a Ne
vada jail and will remain until the
fall term of court. I escaped and
came straight to find cut how yo0
were getting on. The read sho¥
business is played out, and I am
about to quit it and take up other
lines. As I say, T took a faney b
you two the minute I saw you, and
I need a couple of partly intelligent
helpers. If you had any brains you
might get somewhere, and I ani pre
pared to supply the brains snd tak
you in as partners. We shall for®
a combination in which I shall do !ﬁ
the thinking. If you care
me we will all make money,
an evidence of my good faith I
now hand you a couple of hundred
esch. Are you on or not?”

I looked at the roll of bills &%
then glanced at Omar.

“See if it's real money,” he fUf
gested, and I did.

Harmony stood there emiling a8d
waggling his currency.

“Do we go in with him?” 11t
quired of the invalid. :

“Sure,” Omar replied. “Only I'0
all through singing, If we start®
parirership, it iy hereby understos
that I don’t sing.”

“You never did sing,” sasid Har
mony, and then I relieved him of tb¢
cash before he changed his mind.
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QOUGHLY, that is how we camt

to link up with Harmony Chilés




